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reached their camp a detachment of Inchiquin's army
fell upon them and cut them to pieces. Hardly a man
escaped, the whole of the train was captured, and so
great was the panic in O'Neill's quarters when the news
of the disaster came, that the whole army fled in dis-
order to Longford and left Dundalk to its fate.

It was a trying moment for Monk, and one in which
the blunt narrow-minded soldier of fortune stands out in
his fearlessness and staunch self-reliance a figure almost
heroic. The end for which he had been striving so long
was nearly gained. Any time within the next few
weeks Cromwell might set foot in IrelUnd. The army
was gathered at Milford. The Lord Lieutenant had left
London. The race for the key of England was now
neck and neck. One more struggle and success might
still be won. So like a true man Monk resolved at all
hazards to cling to his charge till he could cling no
more.

His troops were his only fear. Arrears and the
O'Neill treaty had been a sore trial to their devotion,
but still they were the only tools he had. Calling them
about him he told them what he meant to do, and begged
that, if any there feared to stand by him, he would
be gone. A single man stepped from the ranks and -said
he could not fight by the side of Popish rebels red with
Protestant blood. He was dismissed with a safe-conduct,
and the rest pledged themselves to stand by their beloved
commander till the last.

It is sad to tell how night cooled their courage.
Next day when Inchiquin appeared before the walls the
sight was more than their conscientious scruples and
empty pockets could endure. Wholesale they desertedfore his men this sudden order being
